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Sadhu witnessed these horrors from a corner of the room and inwardly besought Allah to save him from the clutches of those demons. But Srikrishna, who was the bailiff of his circle, happened to see him and asked whether he had brought his rent. Sadhu got up, salamed humbly, and replied, "Babuji, you know my present circumstances well'1. "Answer yes or no," thundered Srikrishna, "I have no time to listen to your excuses."
"Your servant is a very poor man," continued Sadhu, shaking from head to foot.
"Who is this person?" inquired Eamani Babu.
"This is Sadhu Sheikh, of Simulgachi," was the bailiff's reply, " the very same rascal who gave evidence against your honour in that f aujdari (criminal) case."
"Is that so?" roared Eamani Babu. "And the son of a pig owes me rent ? "
"Now, please, do not abuse me, Babuji," protested Sadhu, " only listen to my tale for one minute! "
"What, you dare to bandy words with me, har-amzddd (bastard)?" shouted Eamani Babu, rising from his seat. " Doorkeeper, let him have fifty cuts, laid on hard 1"
Swish, swish, swish, sounded the nimble cane, and made a grey pattern on Sadhu's naked flesh. His screams and prayers for mercy were mocked by the